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ON THE FOLLY OF PHILOSOPHY AND THE 
PHILOSOPHY OF PREJUDICE ! 


TO THE TATLER, 

Dear TatLer,—This seeming paradox I will render 
extremely simple and self-evident, where it relates to those 
feelings that come home every instant to our business and 
bosoms—and what moment so apropos ‘as the present, 
where the schoolmaster striying to out-Herod Herod, seems 
to tumble all our old comfortable ideas upside down. In 
our rage to lift the lower and working classes into Litera- 
ture, we must think a little of who by-and-bye will con- 
descend to till a field, brush our boots, or make a bed! The 
mania fur wanting all the world to read and know just as 
much as each other, will most inevitably lead to repining 
and discontent in all those who are not born with a silver 
spoon in their mouths. 

In this paper I shall not attempt anything learned or 
profound, I will write it to the capacities of the most 
ignorant—but it is levelled decidedly at those who, know- 
ing a little, presume to prescribe what is for the greater 
happiness of the whole. Why, I would ask, is that doc- 
trine which has been built on the experience of ages—on 
the strict laws of nature (human nature), immutable in 
their mutability !—to be laid aside, that we may adopt, 
what, if we succeed in, will so materially interfere with 
those requisite shades in society which alone make life 
bearable or tolerable to high or low? Our writings in all 
our daily papers, for and against the present order of 
things among us, throw me into despair! It is this 
detestable and senseless want of medium in floating opin- 
ions that really prevents people being of any opinion at all ; 


so much nonsense is there written, to recommend fwo 
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plans of living in communities—both leading to two ex- 

ecrable extremes,—dicentiousness and tyranny !—No coun- 
try on the face of the globe enjoys—really enjoys (I care 
not what ambitious demagogues say!) the happy medium 
more than ourselves—in the prompt arm of justice and 
security of our property,—whether scraped together by 
us now living, or left us by our fathers ;—society, too, has 
all all its proper harmonious shades :—take them away all> 
ye fools, spurred on by your own pride and impudence, and 
what then will ye have left to struggle for, to write for? 
O! Sir, let us beware of pulling down this venerable and 
sacred fabric of our national manners ; and that respect 
due to age, to talent, and to station! Indeed the very 
men who now rave against what is old and venerable 
among us, if unhappily they succeed in making us one dead 
level of abominable egotism, will be the first victims of 
their own handy work! I will not stoop to notice such 
good-natured but mischievious visionaries and levellers as 
Mr Owen, &c. These people are all mad as March 
hares, on that chord. Who would live ina Harmony! 
or a Lanark! And could we imagine, in the wildest 
dream, it could become general, what a precious set we 
should be! This brings me to the paradox I set out with, 
the excellence of our prejudices !— Alas! as we advance in 
life, and that dear, dear film is lifted from our eyes—how 
weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable, the uses of this world 
seem! O God! if you would have mercy on me, leave 
me my prejudices! They are my only happiness, my only 
solace! Do I love—it is a prejudice! Do I revere my 
father and mother—a prejudice !—Is my friend exalted in 
my mind above his real worth to knit those ties that 
have held us together through life—it is but prejudice! 
Cut not down that elm, that oak !—imy father, my sweet 
Julia, sat beneath its shade—there I played when a child! 
O prejudice! Sois my home !—so the heart’s sunshine at 
meeting schoolfellows—my love of my land and my land’s 
vernacular—the very folly and errors that have entwined 
around me—All, all, cries philosophy—‘ rank prejudices !” 
Avaunt, detested fiend! thou Mephistopheles of thin and 
vacant air—bane of my joys, avaunt!—I’ll none of ye! 
Still philosophy haunts me, and with a ghastly grin tears 
aside the sacred veil—I struggle to prevent it in vain, 
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partly in vain! for which of us claims not acquaintance 
with wretched Philosophy! Philosophy, the ancient true, 
or modern false, are neither to my taste! and with a 
whole life spent in cultivating it in closets, what are we at 
last ?—most shallow, miserable philosophers! Would 
you be he of Ferney! or he of a Tub!! or he that died 
at St Helena!!! 

It is too much now to launch into all the folly of Philo- 
sophy. I will, therefore, only add this entreaty to those 
who would spur and torture human nature beyond its 
speed, to be more gentle—and rather shew us the excel- 
lence of what they advocate, than senselessly destroy the 
little good we are capable of enjoying in this world! 





ZERO. 


REMARKS ON THE ABOVE LETTER, 


Our readers will believe that we have not inserted the 
above letter because it agrees with our own opinions. 
We are free to confess that, had it come from a corre- 
spondent whom we knew by nothing better, we should 
have set it aside as unworthy of the pages of the Zatler. 
But Zero has some claims upon us; he has favoured us 
with some pleasant letters on America, promises us 
more, and besides writes always with an earnestness, and, 
we doubt not, sincerity, which we are in the habit of 
connecting with a latent eandour not unwilling to be 
corrected in an error. 


Passing to the letter, he will allow us to ask whether | 


he really supposes that it is worth enquiring, at this time 
of day, whether the ‘lower and working classes’ ought to 
be instructed or not? Does he really think that the tide 
can be driven back by the revival of a few antiquated 
objections, which even the readers of the Morning Post 
scarcely tolerate. For our parts, we should have advocated 
from the first not only the right but the policy of uni- 
versal education, and that on the principle of universal 
advantage; for we are satisfied that no fallacy is greater 
than the notion that the more enlightened the mind the 


But, 


more averse it is from the performance of a duty. 


says Zero, ‘who will condescend to till a field, brush 


, 


boots, or make a bed by and bye?’ We answer, they who 
cannot find employment more to their liking, which is pre- 
cisely the case at present. Now, however, while education 
is partial, it is possible that a few shallow educated persons 
may fancy certain humble offices beneath their dignity ; 

ecause they are distinguished over some of their fellows 
by a little education. But let all be instructed and this 
distinction ceases: all are on a level, though a higher 


level, and the advantage which one has above another 
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must be found in other causes, among which priority of 
instruction may be one; just as in the pit of the theatre, 
when the second price is admitted, all stand on the same 
floor, but those who get first in, get the best places. To 
go back to the boot-cleaning, &c. we would further re- 
mark, that the dislike to perform menial offices is to be 
traced more to the inherent character of the person than 
to anything which education can produce. A superior 
mind can submit to the exigencies of circumstances ; 
a mind more intent on personal comfort than of 
the observance of the Golden rule—‘ Do as you 
would be done by,’ is impatient under the common 
inconveniences to*which all are subject, and would 
fain thrust them on another. To take an instance of the 
effects of intelligence: with whom is it most agreeable to 
have to do among the working classes, the ignorant or the 
instructed ? When we have been at an inn or on a stage 
coach, or ina packet, upon whom do we most frequently 
speaking, speak in commendation for civility and attention? 
Everybody will remember that it is of the man who ap- 
peared to be something above the common. 

Proceeding to that part of the letter which lauds” the 
superiority of this country over every other,—to a certain 
extent we admit it; though we cannot but think Zero is 
unfortunate in the selection of his phrases ‘ prompt arm of 
justice’ and ‘security of our property,’ while our legal 
delays remain still unreformed, and law charges are of so 
grievous and ruinous amount, that a man who owes a 
comparatively small debt may be in a short time brought 
to ruin by the chicane and cupidity of lawyers acting 
And if these abuses did not 
exist, and we were, in every respect, which certainly we 


under the sanction of law. 


are not, superior to every country on the earth, wherefore 
should we stop short in the career of improvement? If 
we are already 20 degrees above our neighbours in happi- 
ness, would it not be better that we should be 30, and 
better still 40? 
the nights of lamps lighted (so they called it) with oil ; 


We found our way home (sometimes) in 


but would Zero, therefore, wish to put out the gas ? 

What he extols further on as ‘ prejudices,’ we hold to 
be unconscious deductions of reason, or rather, perhaps, 
natural instincts. Did our space permit, we think we could 
easily show that, in the instances he mentions, we have the 
authority of reason to justify us; but it is unnecessary to 
go into this part of the subject, and therefore we forbear 
trespassing longer on the patience of our readers. 

In another part of our paper the reader will find 
another letter from Zero, in which, if we mistake not, he 
will be thought to appear to more advantage than he does 


! above. 
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TO THE TATLER. 

Sin,—In the Taruer of April 13th, ‘ An Englishman’ 
accused me of writing ‘an un-English jumble of bad 
feeling and feebleness about English sailors and Ameri- 
cans,’ in my strictures upon the ‘ Sailor’ of the Metro- 
politan. Moreover, he accused me of ‘ being grossly 
ignorant of facts,’ and then, of ‘ either knowing nothing 
about the matter, or purposely misrepresenting it, by 
way of pretext for inflicting on your readers a great deal 
of trite dullness.’ ; 

I will not be hard upon him as to the style of his lan. 
guage, which was evidently not intended for critical exa- 
mination. He seems to be one of the ‘ belligerent classes,’ 
and therefore, as the sailor remarks in ‘ Newton Forster,’ 
he probably left;school somewhat arly, and thus missed his 
edication. As for being un-English, or guilty of ‘ feeble 
writing,’ that is a matter of taste, and I shall leave it to 
the consideration of your readers how far I have sinned ; 
but the accusation of ‘ ignorance of facts, and purposed 
misrepresentation,’ I shall forthwith show to be un_ 
founded, and that the ‘ ignorance of facts’ must revert 
back to ‘ An Englishman.’ In another part of his letter 
he says, ‘ We can forgive wit and humour, where it 
lashes vice—or a nervous energy, where it strikes home 
on an abuse; but it must come from the well-informed, 
from the Veteran; but the article of your writer is parti- 
cularly unhappy, as built on false data.’ 

The ‘ ignorance, misrepresentation, and false data,’ 
the ‘ Englishman’ alludes to, are, my statements that 
the cause of the disaffection of British seamen to the 
man-of-war service was, their brutal treatment. As there 
is nothing like confounding an adversary by the evidence 
of his own witnesses, I shall beg leave to quote Tories 
and ‘ belligerents ’ to make good the case I have stated» 
and then leave it to ‘ An Englishman’ to get out of the 
scrape, by acknowledging that his epistle was an after- 
dinner effusion. 

Captain Basil Hall, R.N., writer, ‘ belligerent,’ and 
Tory, gives an anecdote in his ‘ Fragments,’ of a ship’s 
company who had been so ill-used by their Captain, that 
when their vessel was laid alongside a French foeman, 
they stood with folded arms at their guns, and suffered 
themselves to be slaughtered unresistingly, and their 
vessel to be taken, in order to revenge themselves on 
their tyrant, by bringing him to shame. 

I must here remark, en parenthese, that when the 
worthy Captain Basil commanded the Conway in the 
Pacific, his midshipmen did not speak of him with any- 
thing like filial reverence, at least such of them as joined 





him from the Andromache. It was said, that with Scot- 
tish instinct his greatest anxiety was about the shipment 
of Spanish dollars, on which he had a handsome per 
centage. His quarrels with the ‘ Red Rover,’ who com- 


manded the Chileno squadron, as to which should gain 
most spoil, were not of the most creditable kind; and 
then it must have been peculiarly vexatious to a Scotch- 
man to be outwitted, even by a brother Scot. 


‘Lo! Whig meets Tory, thief opposed to thief.’ 


In ‘ Fraser’s Magazine’ of the current month, the 
critic who reviews the ‘ Fragments’ of Captain Basil, 
remarks, ‘ A ceaseless anxiety to secure the comforts of 
their men, and unwearying contrivances how to effect 
this object in the best possible manner, is now so preva- 
lent amongst our naval commanders, that we wonder that 
any seaman should prefer the merchant service.’ Here 
is an acknowledgment that the seamen do prefer the 
merchant service ; and by way of removing the ‘wonder ’ 
of the worthy critic, and completing the discomfiture of 
‘An Englishman,’ I subjoin the greater portion of a 
letter, extracted from a ‘ belligerent’ Tory publication, 
the ‘ United Service Journal’ of the present month. It 
is headed,— 

_° A VOICE FROM BEFORE THE MAST. 
* To the Editor of the United Service Journal. 

‘ Another point I must refer to, is that of corporal 
punishment. I speak in the language of one who has 
been subject to its infliction, and in so doing, I am sure 
that I speak the language of seamen generally; that the 
fear of being flogged or started for every trifling thing 
that might occur, has prevented merchant seamen from 
entering the British navy; and I positively assert, I 
never heard any one man who had been punished with a 
cat, but would say he hoped never to be punished again. 
Some I have heard say, the first land they touched they 
would run, and if taken, they would rather suffer at the 
yard-arm, than be ¢ortured and degraded again. Reason 
will tell you, that no man in his senses would run and 
leave two or three years hard-earned pay behind, if it 
was not for fear of the torture. And where did the men 
generally go? In most cases to America! The conse- 
quence was, that the Captains were obliged to resort to 
the impress to supply their places. I have seen hundreds 
flogged, and in most cases the men became spiritless, 
sullen, and regardless of what might happen. When 
they got on shore, they felt as degraded men, and they 
instilled the same feelings into others. This is one cause 
that the navy wants men, and are jobliged to resort to 
the impress to supply the deficiency. 
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‘ I] have served many years as a seaman in line-of-battle 
ships,—at Trafalgar in 1805,—at the taking of four 
frigates off Rochfort in 1806,—at Basque Roads in 1809, 
—at Walcheren in 1809,—besides skirmishes. 

* Witiiam Rostnson.’ 

* 92, Goswell street.’ 

* An Englishman’ wished for the evidence of a 
*‘ Veteran” Here he can have it, but IT fear it will not 
be to his heart’s content. Of course it would be un- 
English for him to acknowledge that he has been the 
* misrepresenter,’ and not I. 

Once for all, I must beg to remark, that I love my 
species much, but I love truth more ; and in the warfare 
of reason which I purpose waging against all oppressors 
of their fellow-creatures, so long as my physical and 
mental powers shall endure, I will never willingly falsify 
a fact, even to gain a victory. I fight under the banner 
of truth, and therefore let those who attack me see that 
they are first well girded for the strife. Should ‘ An 
Englishman’ feel disposed to respond to this, let him 
use more argument than assertion, or he will injure his 
own cause still more than he has already done. 


I remain, Sir, 








Captivity his foe; 


And tho’ upon his brow no mark 
Of sorrow strayed—yet all was dark 
Within—the cell of woe. 


Thus lingered he till death had freed 
That soul, too mighty far, 

And Europe then had ceased to bleed, 
When set Napoleon’s star. 

That Emperor, weak, and pale, at last 
Laid down to die,—while roared the blast, 
And thunders louder grew, 

And trees up torn, and lightning’s flash, 
And ocean’s roar, and torrent’s crash, 
Bade that great soul adieu. 


Where is it now—has’t fied for e’er 
To realms to us unknown, 

From tumult sorrowing and care, 
To which this world is prone ? 

Or is it still where once t’has been 
With mortal form—now all unseen ; 
Unheard—nor thund’ring more, 


Some think the soul so roams perchance, 


If so, his hovers still in France 
Around the tri-colour. 


Very truly yours, 
May 4, 1832. Juntus Repivivvus. 


G. C——n. 











L’ EMPEREUR. TRAVELLING IN AMERICA. 


* But yesterday the word of Cresar might a 
Have stood against the world—now lics he there,’ TO THE TATLER. 


Dear Tatier,—Our friend Junius is in love with 
‘ discussions, and I would discuss with him ‘to the crack 
o’ doom!’ were it not the stupidest of all labours—and 
yours is not a paper for so much lumber of gravity. I 
have none of the petty ambition of party spirit that cannot 
praise, with all my soul, what is good—or on the banks of 
the Mississippi, or on the Thames, It is because I under 
stand the excellence of both countries that I fancy I can 
speak of them as they deserve ; and at once be instructive 
and amusing. Had Mrs Trollope dwelt more on the 
Great Western Canal, t would at once have dashed on to 
Mickigan, or taken a turn among those descendants of 
the Dutch in the ‘ great valley’ leading to Lancaster from 
Philadelphia, where such exquisite furming may be seen 
as cannot well be surpassed, either for the laughing beauty 


| Far from a rock he cast his eye 

Upon the boundless sea, 
And all around that past it by, 
The very ship seemed free. 
The mystic wind, the rolling wave, 
But he alone a useless slave, 

And doomed a slave to die; 
And thus he spake—oh ! all I love, 
By man below, by heaven above, 

Is striken e’enas I. 


That proud slave pined; he was not born 
To crouch or e’en obey ; 
He could not live a victor’s scorn, 


From sunny France away ;— 
And sinking, pined; he more and more 
Still struggling on till life was o’er— 





it has thrown over this magnificent bason of corn and 
grass, or the exquisite economy of its details—in the fields, 
in the barn, in the spring house (dairy)! I can listen to 
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‘tthe sweet melodious American black-bird, with almost as | relayed boats, I thought I’d stage it a bit, and forthwith 


much pleasure (and more admiration) than our own dear 
nightingale : and ‘the woodpecker tapping’ as I pass 
through interminable woods, has lent its charm to a mind 
which I feel is alive—tremblingly alive, to all that is beau- 
tiful in nature and im art—not the least iota detracted 
from, because in a new world, Learn then, once for all, 
good Junius, that 7 am in love with nature and with ¢ruth 
—that I am fond of laughing, and hate argument? And 
moreover, the dollars I paid by the boat did not include 
all expense ef living! but let me see, where did I leave 
off? We got to Utica, as I have perhaps said, in a 
smiling valley; and, as I kept a sharp look-out of a bright 
sun-shiny morning, the first thing that struck me as odd 
(O, why odd!) was a flaming notice of gymnastics on a 
frame heuse of goodly size to the left. In the large sea- 
board cities, boxing academies and gymnasiums are as 
Sushionable as you please ; but here—here, where the axe, 
plane, chissel, saw, and plough have but lately lent their 
echoes to the woods—it set me to pondering on the pre- 
cocity of /awary! which I am no more inclined to reason 
about, than I am about the poor-houses, which are, no 
doubt, of use, and are only tenanted by the old and 
helpless. 

These are monstrous villages! Now this Utica is 
already a large market town, with a dashing wide high 
street of good brick houses, and the rest of the place 
smart frame ones, with more or less of elegance in the 
construction, and gay in white paint and green blinds and 
shutters; all this sprinkled with several handsome 
churches and meeting-houses: the spires and luxury of 
the dissenters often vying with the light elegance of the 
more orthodox ; but most of the fanatic tribes all over 
America, whether Baptist, Ana-ditto, Dunker, Shaker, 
Quaker, Harmonics, &c. keep themselves to large square 
brick or frame chapels,—eschewing all aspiring vanities 
of architeeture, and contenting themselves with the more 
amusing, active, and personal vanity, of tyrannising over 
heir neighbours. That is, dictating in all matters of 
grace and salvation, and morosely inveighing against alj 
sociability, from the abomination of theatres to the 
smaller meetings of Satan, dinner parties, card parties, 
and lastly, tea parties. What the poor Americans wil! 
do by and bye for a little amusement, heaven knows ! 
‘ Mrs Trollope didn’t hear one foolish or irrational dis- 
course!’ Have mercy onus! It is this stunning, skin_ 
ning sensibility that ‘ makes calamity of so long life.’ 
The weariness of your eternal reasoner can only be 
equalled by the killing monotony of a canal-boat! I 
guess I was prettily tired at Utica, and so, as the line 





took my place; the road running nearly parallel with the 
canal, at the distance of from ten to thirty or forty miles 
more to the left or south ; the direction of both being to 
the westward. 

I have said a word or two of the capital management 
on board the boats—added to which, in the morning, 
having collected all our boots in a pile, the steward and 
his assistants had them all cleaned ready for delivery at a 
fi’penny bit a pair (3d.) Those gentlemen who wished 
to be shaved went into a shaving shop (likewise contrived) 
and three or four basons and soaps, with plenty of towels | 
soon put us all to rights, with a brush down from these 
handy fellows into the bargain. In this boat there was a 
perfect dandy of a black fellow; barber, hairdresser, and 
under-steward,—what could he not turn his hand to? 
Good features, well-set, well-dressed ; his wool killingly 
frizzed out, and a comb stuck gallantly on one side. He 
was the very beau ideal of a knowing one, where they are 
all what even we should call clever, handy fellows. Ihave 
invariably observed in America how much more fond the 
blacks are of dress, and general smartness in their appear- 
ance, than the whites, in inferior situations; the latter, 
where they happen to be servants, are, on the contrary, 
rather slovenly, and move about like snails—a natural 
order of things where all aim at ordering, and not serving. 

It is a curious thing—but there are no (free) negroes 
in America! no Blacks! It would be a dreadful mistake 
to say, for instance—‘ Hoy, blackman, give us a lift here 
that’s a good fellow.’-—* Who you call nigger, d n’ 
hang man? Eh! no more nigger nor you! coloured 
man good as you, I know!’ In short, they have a horror 
of the word black and negro—derefore ’em say, ‘de 
color’d lady o’ ge’men.’ Indeed, so far do they carry 
this laughable and innocent vanity, that they have too 
like their betters, their first, second, and third-rate circles. 
“Ino belong de second society ; I de fuss-rate, wha’ is 
"spectable ladies and ge’men |’ 

Their balls, tea drinkings, dressings, courtings, and 
salutations, are the very acme of aping and affectation— 
your cook wench, after she has combed out her wool till 
her head is the size of a half-bushel measure (having kept 
it in leads all the week!) flaunts it in satin, silk, and 
muslin, with her odd shaped ‘feet tormented into a silk 
stocking and satin shoe, white kid gloves, gilt fan, gold 
lace sash, and roses and jessamine in her wool, and be- 
hold her off with ‘de gentleman as keeps her company 
to the fuss ball ob de season,’ and the lady of the house 
would no more dare to hesitate whether she could spare 
her that evening, or say at what hour she should return, 
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than fly! ‘Ver’ well, Mrs » dat no please you, I 


give you wa’ning ; plenty place I know ’sides dis here !’ 


As to ‘ Helps’ in America, that’s confined to the country, 
servants are well enough understood in the cities, but the 
ladies are the slaves of their servants, who they must 
take care not to find the least fault with, but put up with 
everything just as they please ; the kitchen being perfectly 
independent of the parlour, and the black and white 
visitors to each, most perfectly independent of each other, 
or else, ‘ I give you wa’ning !’ 


(To be continued.]} 








STANZAS, 


Qui legitis flores et humi nascentia fraga, 
Frigidus, O pueri, fugite hinc, latet anguis in herba.—Virg‘l. 


I rriep each scene of mirth, 
Of revelry and wine ; 
The pride and pomps of earth, 


They all were mine. 


The dome of luxury, 
The couch of wild desire, 
And charms to which both eye 


And heart aspire. 


I found them but deceive ; 
As torches’ passing gleams 
The darkness darker leave, 


As fever’s dreams. 


But no reality ! 
All sadness left, distrust ; 
And care, and vacancy, 

And cold disgust. 


The crowd with smiles approve ; 
Their smiles from flatt’ry’s page 
Are borrowed oft, their love 


*. Io “ > 
But passion’s rage. 


Intoxicating glare! 
Shine on, but not for me ; 
Woods, sky, and mountain air, 


J fly to ye. 





THEATRICALS. 


Royat Cirarence THEATRE OF VARIETY. 
WE intended to have been present last night at; the com- 
mencement of the performances here, having a predilection 
for beginnings when he end purposed is the lightening 
of personal care, whether by fictitious -woe, or hearty 
laughter. Further Mrs Fitzwilliam, under whose man- 
agement conjointly with Mr W. H. Williams, this theatre 
is opened, is somewhat of a pet of ours, a motion quite 
sufficient to make us wish to be present at her house 
warming. The performances commenced with a new 
burletta, called The Cahinet Secret, in which, Mrs Fitz- 
william personated six characters of different ages and 
sexes ; with what degree of skill we are unable to say but 
with complete success we gathered from the reception 
given to its re-announcement. This was followed by a 
second burletta, The Haunted Chamber, which was also 
successful. It seemed to please the audience exceedingly, 
but we did not see enough of it to be able to judge of its 
merit ; and under such circumstances it would be unfair 
to risk an opinion. Miss T. Rayner from the Olympic, then 
skill ‘The 


lively effusion of animal spirits. 


danced with considerable and vivacity 
Highland fling, a 
The concluding piece was Mr Buckstone’s burletta of The 
Dead Shot, which kept the audience in laughter throughout. 
Mrs Fitzwilliam was the heroine, a madcap girl who fright- 
ens away two lovers whom she dislikes by assuming the 
airs of a shrew. She played with great spirit and humour, 
particularly in her imitation of a Sunday concert. W. H. 
Williams, in the part of Timid, amusingly illustrated his 
name. A Mr Furnace, who played the favoured lover, is a 
pleasing singer. He sang ‘The Bonnie Lass I love so well’ 
sweetly, and with a judicious avoidance of ornament. 
The theatre is 


The performances ended about eleven. 


small, neat, and was well filled. 


MrWA .L Ack, at the termination of the season, embarks 
for America. 
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Mr Kean is to perform Shylock, on Wednesday the 
16th, at Drury-lane Theatre. 
nights at the Haymarket soon after its opening in 
June. 

Tue Westminster THEATRE. 
pected to be open on the 15th instant. 
lately performing at the Strand, and of some experience in 
theatrical management, is to be the manager. It is situated 
at the top of York-street, which is a continuation of 
Tothill-street. Madame Vestris is spoken of as likely to 
appear there during the season. 


Robert le Diable is to be performed about the 20th, at 
the King’s Theatre, in French. 

German Opera.—Director, M. Rocekel, late sole 
manager of the Theatre Allemande, at Paris. Conductor 
of the orchestra, M. Chelard, kupell meister to the King 
of Bavaria. M. Spagnelettiis te lead the band, and the 
German masters, Sedladseek, Dressler and Lee, are to assist 
in the ‘orchestra.—Vocal performers engaged: Messrs 
Haitzinger, Pelligrini, Hauser, Watsinger, Scheman, Gun- 
ther, Ruhe and Wappen. Mesdames Schroder, Sevrient, 
de Meric, Schneider, Metz, Noisten and Muller. 


— Potier, the celebrated French comedian, took his 
final leave of the stage on Saturday last, at the Theatre du 
Palais Royal, in ‘ Le Beneficiare’ and ‘ Bonardin direc- 
teur de Spectacle.’ 








MISCELLANIES. 


Tue Inrant Vietim.—A correspondent (Teapyios) 
referring to the poem of Critus in No. 11, New Series, 
says, ‘It seems to be an illustration of Dawe’s fine 
mezzotinto engraving, ‘ My child, my child.’ 





— A Bengalee being questioned respecting an English | 


gentleman, whe had recently erected a windmill, exclaimed 


‘ What kind of man this Englishman? Catch horse, and | 
make work—cateh bullock, and make work—and catch | 


wind, and make work !” 

—The ‘ Chronicle’ has the following paragraph: ‘ The 
Countess of Blessinton is engaged in writing an answer 
to an attack made upon her late husband, when Viscount 
Mountjoy, by the biographer of a noble Poet. The 
answer, it_is said, will contain some original satires, 
epigrams, and epistles, written by the deceased Poet in 
ridicule of certain persons who imagined the noble Poet 
their ‘‘ sincere and illustrious friend.” We suppose 
Moore’s “ Life of Byron” isthe work alluded to. Lord 
Byron is known to have possessed that species of impar- 
tiality which spares nobody.’ 


He is engaged to play 12 | 
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ScHILLER aND GogTuE.—Between these two eminent 
writers, there existed at one time an estrangement. They 
were opposed to each in many of their views and tastes. 
In the ‘ Monthly Repository’ for the present month, in 





This theatre is ex- | Which there is acopious life of Goethe, allusion is made 


Mr Davenport, | 


to this altercation. We shall extract a part of it. ‘ They 


| met by chance at Griesbach’s— Schiller made advances ; 








Goethe withdrew. They met a second time on some 
business that could not be avoided, and then, even in the 
support of opinions, to which Goethe was adverse, Schil- 
ler’s honest zeal was infectious: I was fairly caught, there 
was no resisting him. From that hour I never saw him 
without loving him more and more.’ Their acquaintance 
ripened at once to friendship; they communicated 
their works to each other. There was a felici- 
tious concordia discors between them. Schiller looked up 
to Goethe with the reverence of a younger brother, and 
Goethe not down, but on him with affectionate admira- 
The death of Schillus in 1805 was nearly a death 
The six volumes of their corres- 


tion. 
blow to the survivor. 


| pondence show the reciprocal services they rendered 


each other. 








A GROUP IN TARTARUS., 


(From the German of Schiller.) 


Hark—like murm’ring billows tempest-stirred, 
As through deep rocky basins moans a spring ; 

A hollow, heavy, vacant 4h is heard, 

Respired by countless souls in suffering! 


Distorted is the face of agony ; 

Her throat despair expands with blasphemy, 
Her eyes are sunken, while their glances seem 
Bent on Cocytus’ bridge, and tearfully 

To watch the mournful flowing of its stream! 


With whisp’ring voices souls inquire of souls, 
If there shall be no‘limit to their pain. 
O’er them Eternity her orbits rolls,— 
And straight, the sithe of Saturn snaps in twain ! 
C. H. 








TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Tue requests of N. S. and an Old Tatlerite shall be attended to. 
Junius Redivivus on the new scheme of national defence shall be 
inserted. 
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THE HALFPENNY MAGAZINE, 


Conducted by the Editor of ‘ The Tatler,’ was published on Friday. 

Contents: An original Prefatory Article, touching on the follies 
of estimating merit by size and price; the Posthumous Child, an 
original poem, by the author of ‘ Woman’s Love;’ Peculiarities 
of the Americans (from Pickering) ; singular effects of an Eclipse, 
abridged from Lander’s Travels ; Reminiscences for the week— Bona- 
—. Socrates, Cumberland, Lavoisier, Schiller, Chatham; Irish 
Naivete (from Miss Edgeworth); Mistake in judging of Painters; 
Poem on Spring, from Nash, &c. 

Country orders must be sent through town agents; and all 
orders should specify ‘the Halfpenny Magazine, published at The 
‘Tatler Office.’ This is necessary, as advantage has been taken of 
its announcements to bring out another Magazine with an imitation 


title. 
TATLER OFFICE, 26 Brydges street, where advertisements, if 
not too long, and sent on or before Wednesday, may be inserted. 





Theatrical Register. 


Performances Commence —Atithe Italian Opera, on Tuesday, at past 
&%: the doors are opened one hour before.—Drury Lane—Covent 
Garden—Ol ympic—City—7.— Queen’s—Adelphi— New Strand—4 be- 
fore 7.—Surrey—Sadler’s Wells—4 past 6.—Co past 6.—— The 
doors are opened half an hour before the time of commencing. 


Tuesday, May S. 


re 


ITALIAN OPERA. 





~ Paernr’s Opera Seria, entitled 
GLI ARABI NELLE GALLIE. 
Ezilda, Signora Grisi. Zarele, Madame Castelli. 
Leodate. Madame Mariani. Gondair, Signor V. Galli. 
Mohamet, Sig. G. Galli. Agobar, Sig. Winter. 


After which, M. Atpert’s New Ballet, entitled 
L’ANNEAU MAGIQUE. 
In|the first Act of which, Signor Samengo, end Madame Brug- 
noli, willintroduce A Grand Pas de Deux. 
In the Third Act, Mlle Heberle, and M. Albert, will dance 
A Grand Pas de Deux. 
The principal Characters by Mad. Lecomte, and M. Albert. 


DRURY LANE. 


A New Domestic Opera, entitled 
THE TYROLESE PEASANT. 


Blanche, Miss Pearson, Joanna, Mrs C. Jones, 
Katharine, Mrs Humby, 
First Villager, Mrs East, Second Villager, Miss Somerville, 
Colbert, Mr Seguin, 
Edgar, Mr Templeton, Peterkin, Mr J. Russell, 
Griffchooff. Mr Harley, 

Servant, Mr Bishop, Soldier, Mr Hatton, 

An interval of two years is supposed to elapse between the acts. 


After which, Mr D. Jerrotp’s Domestic Drama, entitled 
THE RENT DAY. 
In the course of which will be realized the subjects of the 
_ popular Engravings after Wilkie ;—viz. ‘ The Rent Day,’ 
and ‘ Distraining for Rent.’ 
Rachel Heywood, Miss Phillips. Polly Briggs, Mrs Humby. 
Grantley, Mr Brindal. Old Crumbs, Mr Younge. 
Martin Heywood, Mr Wallack. Toby Heywood, Mr Cooper, 
Bullfrog, Mr Harley. Silver Jack, Mr H. Wallack. 


To conclude with Avser’s Grand Opera of 
MASANIELLO. 
Mrs B. Penley. Fenella, Miss Kennetk. 
Mr mpleton. Don Alphonso, Mr T.Coohe. 
Pietro, Mr Bedford. 


Elvira, 
Masaniello, 














THE TATLER. 


COVENT GARDEN. 


Mr Suenipan Know es’s Play of 
THE HUNCHBACK. 
Miss Fanny Kemble. Helen, Miss Taylor. } 
Master Walter, Mr Sheridan Knowles, 
Sir Thomas Clifford, Mr C. Kemble. 

Lord Tinsel, Mr Wrench, Master Wilford, Mr J. Mason. 
Modus, Mr Abbott. Master Heartwell, Mr Evans. 
Fathom, Mr Meadows. Thomas, Mr Barnes. 
Stephen, Mr Payne. Gaylove, Mr Henry. 


Julia, 


After which, a New Grand Tale of Enchantment, called: 
THE TARTAR WITCH AND THE PEDLAR 
BOY. 

Cepherenza, Miss Cawse. 
Kuna, Miss Harrington. 
Azim, Mrs Vining. 
Kien-Long, Mr Collett. 
Zimvente, Mr Irwin. 


Maga, Miss Taylor. 
Ebra, Mrs Keeley. 
Zamti, Miss Poole. 
Chinque-te-to, Mr Keeley. 
Urasming, Mr Brady. 
Dim-sing, Mr Turnour. Pop-kin, Mr Evans. 
Benaska, Mr W.H. Payne. Jarphis, Mr Henry. 
Tamur, Mr Mears. Etan, Mr Bender. Octor, Mr F. Sutton. 
Kanghi, Mr Eller. Kokonor, Mr Paulo, 


SURREY. 


A New Dramatic Romance, entitled 
THE DEATH-LIGHT! 
Lilian of the Valley. Mrs W. West. 
Salvador St Henri, Mr Balls. Herrick Wildwater, Mr Eliom 
Erasmus Kiddiwinkle, Mr J. Reeve. , 
After which, the His orice 1 Play of 
WILLIAM ‘TELL. 7 
Emma, Mrs Wilkinson. William Tell, Mr Osbaldistom 
To conclude with the Burlesque of 
QUADRUPEDS. 
Abrahamides, Mr Joha Reeve. 


NEW STRAND THEATRE. 


Gav's celebrated podvet'on, called 
THE BEGGAR’S VPERA. 
Captain Macheath, Miss Forde. Polly, Miss Somarville, 
To which will be added, the Farcetta of 
THE BEE-HIVE. 
Cicely, Mis s Forde, Emily, Miss Somerville. 
To_conclude with Mr Bernanp’s Nautical Drama, entitled 
THE LONG FINN. | 
The Lady Adeline, 


; Miss Somerville. 
Koningsmatke, Mr O. Smith. 


Philip Ganlesse, Mr W.L, Rede- 


QUEEN’S. 
For the benefit of Mr Wilkinson. 
The Nautacal Drama called 
BLACK-EYED SUSAN 
Black-eyed Susan, Mrs Hooper. William, Mr T. P. Cooke, 
Previous to which, the 
MOCK DOCTOR. 
To which will be added the Burletta of 
TURN OUT. 
Marian Ramsay, Mrs David Lee, 
To conclude with 
AMATEURS AND ACTORS. 
Geoffrey Muffincap, Mr Wilkinson. 


Gregory Mr Wilkinson. 
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